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While Honour bathed in tears shall rove
To sigh thy name thro' every grove
And call his heroes round, . . .

But lo! where sunk in deep despair
Her garments torn, her bosom bare,

Impatient Freedom lies.
Her matted tresses madly spread,
To every sod, which wraps the dead,

She turns her joyless eyes.

In those lines are the rough-hewn originals of almost
every line in the finished poem.

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest
By all their country's wishes blest.
When Spring with dewy fingers cold
Returns to deck their hallowed mould,,
She there shall dress a sweeter sod
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod.

By fairy hands their knell is rung,
By forms unseen their dirge is sung;
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray,
To bless the turf that wraps their clay;
And Freedom shall awhile repair
To dwell a weeping hermit there.

At last, though with no added richness of perception,
Collins had controlled his materials. The rhetoric is
subdued to reticence; he has achieved the simplicity of
a fine Greek epigram*

To carry Collins beyond this point, which3 though it
is a pinnacle, is a pinnacle of minor poetry, not more art
but more seeing and feeling were necessary. And, for the
great occasion, they came. Throughout the Ode to Evening
the epithets are no longer worn; they are exact and reveal-
ing, the imperishable symbols of a unique perception.